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The thirteenth of MadiWe talk about Morrie the perfect day wanted to create. She discussed it with Charlotte, akthey decided it was the best way. The rabbits came from Brandez, Al Axelrad—and friends chose to do funeral service—became Morrie's visitor, and Morri told him about his ice cream plans. And Al? Yes? Make sure they don't
discover me. The rabi was stunning. But Morrie could joke about his body now. The technologies he went to the end, the more he saw it as a simple shelling, a container at the top. It was with errors in useless skin and bones anyhow, which made it easier to go. We are so scared in the eyes of death,'' Morrie told me when I sat down. The
iadjusted microphone on his necklace, but he kept flopping over. Morrie was cocking. He's been coffee all the time now. I read a book the other day. He said as soon as someone dies in a hospital, they collapse the sheets on their head, and they wheel the body into some chute and push it down. They can't wait to get it out of their eyes.
People act as though they are people who don't act like death. I fumbled with the microphone. Morrie looked at me. It's not contagious, you know. Death is as natural as life. He is part of the deal being done. He was couring again, and I moved back and I waited, always to stir up for something. Morrie had bad nights lately. awesome
nights. He could sleep only a few hours in a moment before swirling that hangs his spell. Then, then would enter the room, pour it on the back, try to bring up the poison. Even if he was given breathing normally again---notally meaning the help of the oxygen machine—the battle left him tired of the next. The oxygen tube has been up his
nose now. I hated the eyes of it. To me, his helpurd. I wanted to pull it out. Last night... Morrie said softly. Yes? Last night? ... I had a terrible spell. It continued for hours. And I really wasn't sure I was sgonding to do it. No breath. There's no end to the shock. At one point, I started getting rid of... and then I felt a sure peace, I felt ready to
go. His eyes wide. Mitch, it was the most incredible feeling. The sensation of accepting what happened, they were at peace. I thought about an Ihad dream last week, where I was crossing a bridge into something unknown. Be prepared to move on to what's next. But you didn't. Morrie waited awhile. He shook his head a little. No, I didn't.
But I felt I could. You understand? That's what we're all looking for. A certain peace with the idea of death. If we know, in the end, that we can finally have that peace and die, then we finally made the thing really hard. What? Make peace and live. He asked to see the plant is hybuscular on the ugly behind it. I cup her in her tie and kept her
up near her eyes. smile. He said again. The fact that we do such a bighullabaloo about it is all because we don't see ourselves as part of nature. We think because we are humans we are something above nature. He smiled at the facility. We don't. All things that come to an end, die. He looked at me. Do you accept this? Yes. He said: All
right, he said: Now, the perfect hand. Here is how we are from these wonderful plants and animals. As long as we can love each other, and remember the feeling of love we have had, we can die without ever really going. All the love you created is always there. All memories are still there. We live on—in the hearts of all whom we have felt
and nourished while we were here. Her voice was quick, which usually means she needed to stop for a while. Iplaced the facility back on the left and went on to close the tap recorded. This is the last sentence Morrie did before I did: Death ends a life, not relationships. There was a development in ALS treatment: an experimental that was
just taking passages. It was not a delay, but a delay, a slow in the decomposition for maybe a few months. Morrie was heard talking about it, but it was too far to go. Moreover, the medicine would not be available for several months. Not for me, Morrie said, he rejected it. At all times she was ill, Morri never gave birth to the hope that she
would be healed. Hewawas is realistic at a fault. Once, I was wondering if someone should wav a magic warning to make it all better, would it become, in time, this man it was before? And he was churning his head. No way I could come back. I'm a different self right now. I'm my friend in my mindset. I differently appreciate my body, which
I hadn't done before. I'm different in terms of trying to replace with the big questions, the ultimate questions, the ones that won't go away. It's the thing, you see. Once you get your fingers on their importance, you can't turn away from them. And what are the important questions? When I see it, they must do with love, responsibility,
spirituality, conspiracy. But if I was healthy today, those would still be my problem. They should be all together. I tried to imagine Morrie healthy. I tried to imagine him pulling the body covering his body, which typed out of that seat, the two of us went for a walk around neighborhoods, the way we used to walk around the campus yard. I
suddenly realized there were sixteen years since I'd seen him stand up. About two years ago? What if you had only one day perfectly healthy, I asked? What would you do? 2 to four hours? 2 to four hours. Let's see... I would wake up in the morning, exercise me, have a nice breakfast of sweet rolls and tea, go for a swim, then have my
friend come upon a nice lunch. I would have made them come one or two at a time so we could talk families, their problems, talk about how much we meant to each other. Then I would like to go for a walk, in a garden with some trees, watch their anger, watch the birds, take in the nature that I haven't seen in long now. In the evening,
we'd all go together in a restaurant with some big pasta, maybe some duck-I love duck--- and then we'd dance the rest of the night. I would dance with all the wonderful dance partners out there, until I ended up. Andthen I would go home and have a deep, wonderful sleep. That's it? That's it. It was so simple. So average. I was actually a
little disappointed. I figured to fly to Italy or I ate lunch with the president or butcher on the sea or something exotic that might be thought of. After all these months, lying there, unable to move a leg or a foot - how would it get perfection in such an average day? And I realized this was the whole point. Before I left that day, Morrie asked her
if she could achieve a topic. Your brother,' he said. I felt quiet. I don't know how Morrie knew this was on my mind. I was trying to call my brother in Spain for weeks, and I learned—his enmity—his heart would fly back to a hospital in Amsterdam. Mitch, I know it hurts when you can't and someone you love. But slide to be at peace with his
desires. Maybe he doesn't want you to interrupt life. Maybe he can't deal with that burden. I say to everyone I know of carryons and life that they know—don't break it because I die. But he's my brother, I said. I know,'' Morrie said. That's why it hurt me. I saw Peter in my mind when he was eight years old, his curly blonde in a crease ball of
herself. I saw you struggling in the backyard next to our house, the turf spots soaked in the knees of our jeans. I saw him singing in front of the mirror, I kept a brush as microphone, and I saw dissectly in the article where we hid together as children, testing our parents will get us for dinner. Then I saw him as adults seemingly gone, thin
and fragile, his facebony from the chemotherapy treatments. Morrie, I said. Why doesn't he want to see me? My old teacher slept. There is no formula in their relationship. They have to negotiate in loving ways, with places for both parties, what they want overwhelming they need, what they can do and what their lives look like. In business,
people negotiate to win. They negotiate to get what they want. Maybe you're too used to that. Love is different. Love is when you're concerned about someone else's situation as you are on your own. You've had these special times with your brother, and you no longer have you been with him. You want them back. You never want them to
stop. The Butthat Party for being human. Stop, renew, renew. I watched him. I saw everything to the world. I felt impuished. You'll find a way back to your brother,'' Morrie said. How do you know? Morrie smiled. You found me, weren't you? I heard a nice story the other day, Morrie says. He closed his eyes for soothing and I waited. OK.
The story is about slightly vague, bobbing together in the ocean, it's got to stagnate old times. He enjoyed the wind and the cool time—until he noticed the waves before him, he collided against the shore. 'My God, this is terrible,' the wave says. 'See what's going to happen tom!' Then together comes another wave. She sees the first wave,
she's crying, and her reasons are given to her: 'Why do you look so hard?' The first wave says: 'You don't understand! We're all going to crash! All nanus waves will be nothing! Isn't it horrible?' The second wave says, 'No, you don't understand. You are not a wave, you are making the ocean, and I smile. Morrie closed his eyes again. Part
of the ocean, he says, is part of the ocean. I watched him breathe, throughout, in and out. Tuesday's fourteenth Tuesday tells Farewell she was cold and wet as I walked up to Morrie's house. I took small details, the things I didn't notice for all the times I would visit. The cutting of the hill. The facade of the stone in the house. plants of the
pachysandra, the low shrubs. Iwalked softly, taking my time, drawing on wet leaves that plattenedeneth my feet. Chalotte called the day before to tell me Morrie wasn't doing well. This was his way of saying the final days had happened. Morrie had canceled all his appointments and slept a lot at the time, which seemed to be. He never
took care of sleep, not when there were people he could talk to. He wants you to visit, Charlotte said, but, Mitch ... Yes? He is very weak. The following steps are pork. The ice at the front door. I absorb these things in a slow, obscene way, as if seeing them there for the first time. I felt recorded in the bag on my shoulder, and I unzip it to
make sure I had tapes. I don't know that. I've always had tapes. Konnie answered the bell. Normally bought, he had a plot look on it. Hey she was slowly speaking. How is he doing? i said. Not so good. She bit her lower lips. I don't like to think about it. He's people so sweet, you know? I knew. This is such a shame. Charlotte down the
room and embraced me. He said Morrie was still sleeping, though he was 10 A.M. we went to the cookies. I helped herstraighten up, noticed all the bottles of grain, lined up on the table, an unarmed brown brown sorti plastic cap and white caps. My old teacher took morphinenow to facilitate his breathing. I put the food I took with me to the
refrigerator—soups, vegetables, vegetables of beds. I apologize to Charlotte for He. Morrie wasn't chewedfood like this in months, we both knew that, but it became a little tradition. Sometimes, when you're losing someone, you hang onto all that youcan tradition. I was waiting in the room, where Morrie and Ted Koppel did their first
interview. I read the headline that was lying on the table. Two Minnesotachildren were shot at each other playing with their father's guns. A baby buried in a trash can of an ally in Los Angeles. I put the paper and star of the fire empty-handed. I broke me a little on the hard floor. Eventually, I heard an open door and closed, then the
Charlotte towards me. He said softly. He's ready for you. I got up and I turned toward our familiar place, then saw a strange woman sitting at the end of the room in a folded chair, her eyes on a book, her legs had crossed. That's a nurse in lopis, part of the twenty-four hour view. Morrie's study was empty. I was confused. Then I turned
back to the reluctant room, and there it was, lying in bed, under the sheet. I saw him as one more time—when he was getting slain—and rehearsing himself when you were in bed, you died starting elsewhere inside my head. I entered, pushing a smile on my face. He wore a yellow pajama like top, and a wool covered him from the chest
down. The ball in his form was shocked that I almost thought there was something missing. He was as small as Asa's kids. Morrie's mouth was open, and her skin was bright, tight against ischeebones. When his eyes rolled towards me, he tried to talk, but I heard only soft grunt. There is it, I said, sponge all the excitement I could get in my
vid until. He exalted, closed his eyes, and then smiled, the effort that seemed weary of him. dear friend... he finally said. I'm your friend, I said. i mwen not... so good today... Tomorrow will be better. He pushed another breath and forced a cloud. She was struwn under the sheets, and I realized that she was trying to move her to the
opening. he said. I pulled the lid down and flip his finger. They disappeared inside myown. I leaned in close, an inch some of her face. It was the first time I saw the devil, the little white moustache looking out of place, as if someone was shaking salt neatly across his cheek and featured. How could new life beard place when it has
drainage everywhere else? Morrie, I said quietly. It has been corrected. Coach, I said. I felt quiet. He spoke in short clashes, where he developed air, surplus. His voice was thin and raspy. He was taken center stage. you... it's a good soul. A good soul. Touch me... it was chuichui. He moved my hand to his heart. in here. It felt as if I had a
pit deep in my throat. Coach? Ahh? I don't know how to say He was weakening, holding him onto his chest. This ... that is how we say ... Good-Beer ... He breathed slowly, in and out, I could feel his devils and falling. Then elooked right at me. Love... you, she raped. I love you, too, Coach. Knowing you do... to know... anything else...
What else do you know? you... always have ... His eyes got small, and then he cried, his face contorting like a baby who had not figured how his tears work. I kept it close for several minutes. His relaxed skin. I shortened her hair. I put a palm against his face, he felt the head near the body with little water in the wet eye, as if weighing from
a dropper. When his respite came out normal again, I cleared my throat and I told Iknew he was tired, so I'd come back next Tuesday, and I expect him to be altitude more alert, thank you. He was shortened lightly, as close as he could become aang. It was a sad sound just the same. I picked up the innovative bag and the tape record.
Why did I even take me? I knew we would never use it. I leaned in and kissed her well, my face, blowing on handkerchief, skin on, holding it there, longer than normal, in case she gave her even a second split of pleasure. Well, then? I said, pull away. I was trapped crying, and he struck his mouth together and he rose up from my eyes. I
like to think that it was a fleting ofsatisfaction moment for my old teacher: It finally made me cry. Well, then, it was the churn. Morrie's graduation died on a Saturday morning. His immediate family was with him at home. Rob did it in Tokyo—he kissed his father good-beer—and John was there, and of course the Charlottewas with
Charlotte's cousin Marsha Morrie, who wrote the poem that sowed Morrie in his inexperient memorial service, the poem that compared him to sensitive sequoia. They were lying in changes around his bed. Morrie fell apart in coming two days after our final visit, and the doctor said he might be going through again. Instead, he was hanging
on, in a difficult afternoon, in a dark night. Finally, on the fourth November, when those he loved to leave the room had left the room for awhile—to get coffee in the cuisine, the first time one of them had not responded to him since the beginning—Morrie stopped breathing. And he was gone. I believe he died this way on purpose. I believe
he didn't want any chill, no one to witness his last breath and be buried by him, the way he was haunted by telegram notices of his mother, or by his father's body in the city mortuary. I believe he knew he was in his own bed, that his books and notes and his small hybuscular plant were nearby. He wanted to go sincerely, and that's what
made them go. The funeral was held in a sheep, morning wind. And the grass wept and the heavens shed milk. We stood by both sides, we stood enough And the sea of water went up against the edge and saw the cannons shaking their fathers. Although hundreds of people wanted to attend, Charlotte kept this rally small, just some
close friends and family. Rabbi Axelrad reads a kekpoem. Morrie's brother David—who was still walking with a branch in polio in the accident—lifted the shore and fell as a tradition pushed dust into the grave, as per tradition. At one point, when Morrie's ash was placed in the ground, I watched the cemetery. Morrie was right. It was indeed
a beautiful place, trees and a slope hill. He said: Ye speak, I will listen, and he said. I tried to do this by myself and, in my happiness, found that imagining the conversation felt almost natural. I looked under my hands, I saw my looks cleaving why. It was Tuesday. My dad moves at them in the US, sings every new sheet from every tree
(and every child was sure this spring when he heard my dad sing) ... - A POEM BY E. E. CUMMINGS, HE'S NOT MORRIE'S SON, ROB, OF THE MEMORIALSERVICEConclusion I look back sometimes to the person I was before I rediscovered my adults. I want to talk to that person. I mean it's that they have to look out, what mistakes to
avoid. I mean him to be more open, ignore to lure their values, to pay attention when your loved ones are talking, as if it's a last time you could hear them. Mostly I mean this person get on a plane and visit an old man in West Newton, Massachusetts, sooner rather than later, before that old gets sick and loses his ability to dance. I know I
can't do that. None of us can undo what we have done, or deliver a recording of life. But if Professor Morris Schwartz taught me anything at all, it was this: there is no such thing as too late in life. He changed until today saying good-beer. Not long after Morrie's death, I arrived in Spain. We had a long talk. I told him that I had respected his
distance, and that all I wanted was to be in touch—in the present, not just the past—to keep him in my life as much as he could leave. You are my only brother, I said. I don't want to lose you. I like you. I've never said such a thing before. A few days later, I received a message about my fax machine. He typed in the lottery, evil punktuated,
all-cap-letter fashions that still characterize the brother's words.HI I ENTERED THE NINETIES! it started. He wrote some little stories, what he would have done this week, a couple of jokes. In the end, he signed this: I HAVE KEBURN AND DIAREA AT THAT TIME – LIFE'S A BITCH. CHAT LATER? [sign] HURT TUSH. I laughed until
there was tears in my eyes. This book was largely Morrie's idea. She called it her last thesis. Like the best of project work, it brought us closer together, and Morrie was very happy even if he died before meetings. Money in advance helped pay Morrie's big medical bills, and for what we were grateful. The title, by the way, we came up with
a single day in Morrie's office. He condemned those things. He had several ideas. But when I said: On Tuesday, Madiswith Morrie? he smiled in an almost blue way, and I knew that was it. After Morrie died, I went to boxes of old college materials. Afterwards, Idiscovered a final paper I wrote for one of his classes. It's been intensive year
now. On the front page the comments penciled me scribbled to Morrie, andbeneath had commented to him back. Minors started, Dear Coach... It started, Dear Play ... For some reason, every time I read that, I remember reading more. Have you ever really been a teacher? One of whom saw you as a precious but precious jug, a jewel
which, intellangently, could be polished to a proud glow? If you're enough to find your way to these teachers, you'll always find your way. Sometimes it's only in your head. Sometimes it is right together and all that remains. The last grade of my old teacher's life took place once a week, in her house, by a window into her study where she
could watch a small plant of its slim smolder flowers. The class met Tuesday. No books needed. Topics are the meaning of life. They taught him experience. The teaching goes on. to Mitch Album Tuesday and MorrieMITCH ALBUM is the author of the Best International Five Youmeet People's Sky As well as six other books. A nationally
indicated column for the Detroit Free Press and a nationally radio host syndicate for ABC and WJR-AM, Albums has, for over a decade, been named top sports colonist of then by the Sports Editors of America, the highest honor in the field. Apanelist on Sports Sports Reports, Album also serves as accommodations for this network. He
serves on many charitable boards and has two charity in Detroit Metropolitan: The Dream Fund, which helps the privileged youth study their art, and a time to help, a volunteer. He lives with his wife, Janine, in Michigan.Also by Mitch Album Kissing Fab Sync Live Album Live II Live Album III Live Album IVThe Five People You Meet in
Heaven Tuesday with Morrie As Sweet and Nurtured as Cool Summer Co.... The book starts reading awoat. USA Today A beautiful book is written in great brightness and wisness that captures the simplicity of simplicity beyond the complexity of life. -M. Scott Peck, MD, the way author less traveled with the denial of the soul of This is a
sweet book to someone's love for his spoils. It was a hard-hearted honesty to feed the living. -Robert Bly, author of Iron John I love this book. I told all my friends, 'You owe it to me.' Surrender to Mitch Album gift from his teacher Morrie Schwartz and now we have great pleasure in auditing the same class. As coach, human, and 'religious
mutt,' Morrie gives his alumni a crash course on living: clear and promptly about what most matters when your days are numbered. And Album is perfect as the prodigal son: journalists in successful sports wonders if the idealism of his favorite teacher has kept pace with the real world. This is a true shining story and letting you forever
drivers not appreciate its fate. —Amy Time, author of Joy Luck Club A deeply moving account of courage and wisdom, shared by an investigator adviser looking at the face of her own death. There is much to be learned by sitting in this final class. - Jon Kabat-Zinn, coordinating everyday blessings and everywhere you go home I have met
Morrie in the last months of his life. To be with him was a gift of love and insight, courage and generosity. Mitch Albom shared this onion with us on Tuesday with Morrie. Don't wait until Wednesday to draw this fine in our hearts. —Stephen Levine, author of Who Dies? and healing in life and death Tuesday with Morrie is a wonderful and
sweet thing of age and aging. Thank you, Mitch Album, for introducing me to Morrie Schwartz. His dignity and franchise stir me. Her good humor and wings left me smiling. —Alex Kotlowitz, the author of No Child Here All the Saints and Buddhists taught us that wisment and compassion is one. Now together comes Morrie, who makes it
perfectly clear. Alive and modifying us the way. -Joanna Bull, Founder and Executive Director, Club Gilda's Poignant and Powerful Move, Tuesday with Morrie capturing the essence and spirit of teachers and his unshakable belief that the most important lesson in life will connect with each other through compassion and love. Mitch Albom
gives the greatest gift that darling him to distribute it to all of us. -Dr Jane Greer, author of How could you do this to me? Learn to trust after Betrayal Sometimes if you take a second look around you will notice we are among the angels. Only a man—no, a saint—like Morrie Schwartz could take his own death and teach us how to live. After
reading Tuesday with Morrie you'll understand that the class has never been postponed. —Jeff Daniels Live changed by Tuesday and Morrie I am now regularly using this book in my class. It's unnecessary reading. Everything, and I mean everyone, to my students saying that it is the best book they've ever read. -Myra Wood Bennett,
MSW, Grantsburg, Illinois I highlighted pages of your book and I read parts for my children. Thank you for a story I will bring to my heart for the rest of my life. —Diane Gaul Coveleski, Union of Borough, Pennsylvania I laughed loud and cried. G. Carney, Chairman of the Board, National Hospital Organization, Wichita, Kansas, Thanks to
this book and its author, Mitch Album! The most important lesson about the extraordinary meaning of life skipped each page and penetrated that every reader and reader. That is 'must be read' for anyone who is a seeker of truth. - Rabbi Allen I. Freehling, Los Angeles, California I absolutely loved it. I haven't stopped thinking about this
book since I finished it. — Nancy Duke, Washington, D.C. Today, I got up and opened Tuesday with Morrie, and, along with a port in coffee, she read in one sitting. Right after, I called my sister, told her I loved her ... they called some friends, and told them all to read your book. — Alan Camhi, Seattle, Washington after reading It Tuesday
with Morrie, I understood again why I'm a teacher. And I understood better as love and compassion for others is central to being human. This book is so enriched of me. — Benjamin J. Hubbard, Costa Mesa, California A rare and costly jewel exists in the gift on Tuesday with Morrie. This gift is the courage of one who willing to express his
devotion publicly, admiration, respect, and love for his former teacher as he is dying. Told in simple words, it is rich with the complexity of human thinking, wisship, degrees, sensitivity, and compassion. And what's really important in life.-Katherine P. Hux, MPH, Raleigh, North Carolina My wife and two daughters wanted to copy her own
ones with her.... I think about Morri's lessons frequently and I quote him regularly. —William Polk, Groton, Massachusetts A wonderful honest exchange between a terminal sick teacher and his successful student. They both gave and both received wonderful gifts of love and friendship. -Joie Glenn, RN, MBA, CAE, Albuquerque, New
Mexico One of the most profound and beautiful books I have ever read. A treasure! - Virginia S. Humphrey, Cheshire, Connecticut Book this is a gem, and should be read by everyone! I felt I was right there with Mitch when he had it Tuesday with Morrie, and he found me reflecting on what's really important in life. -Rev. David L.
Klingensmith, Fresno Chaplain Hospital, California A wise story that teaches us the things we must know already, but they have somehow forgotten. -Rev. L. Annie Forester, Minister of Emerita, St. John's Unitarian Church, Cincinnati, OhioFIRST ANCHOR BOOK EDITION, JANUARY 2006 Copyright © 1997 by Mitch Album All Rights
Reserved. Published in the United States by Anchor Books, a Random House Division, Inc., New York, and Canada by Canada limited, Toronto. Originally published in Hardcover in the United States by Doubleday, a Random Room division, Inc., New York, in 1997. Anchor Books and Colossus are recorded in Random House, Inc. line
from my father moved through the doom of love, copyright 1940, ©1968, 1991 by the Trustes for the Trustes E.E. Cummings Trust, from Fill poems: 1904–1962 by E.Cummings, edited by George J. Firmage. Reprinted by permission of Liveright Publishing Corporations. Think highly of you—Noble 1934—Campbell Connelly Inc.
andWarner Bros. Inc. Copyright Renew; Extended terms of copyright from Noble Rail assigned and effective 16 April 1990, to Range Road Music Inc. and Cruise Instruments Inc. Used by permission. All rights reserved. Summons from the poem concealed by W. H. Auden scolded courtesy of Random House, Inc. Congressional Library
catalog the doubleday edition as follows: Album, Mitch, 1958– Tuesday with Morrie: an old man, a young man, and greatest life lesson / Mitch Album.-1st ed. p. cm. Schwartz, Morris S. 2. Brandeis University—Professor-Biography. 3. Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis—Patient—Patient—Biography. 4. Student-Relations Teacher—States—
Case Studies. 5. Death—Psychological Aspects— Case Studies. I. Title.LD571. B418S383 1997 378.1v2v092-dc21 96-52535 [B] Photo author © www.anchorbooks.com Detroit Free Press www.anchorbooks.com EISBN: 978-0-30741409-0v3.0_r1 Page 2 David was panicked. I have trouble... Disk. He had polio. Of course, the rain did
not cause that. But the age of a child Morrie could understand this. For a long time—while returning home medically and forced him to put custody on his leg, leaving him striving—Morri felt responsible. So in the morning he went to the synagogue—alone, for his father was not a religious man—and stood among the men who waved in full-
time and asked God to care for his mother and his sick brother. In the afternoon, he stood in the valley at the milestone on the path and toothmagious, turning whatever he did for his family to buy food. In the evening he watched his father eat in silence, hopping for--- but never forget—a show of affection, communication, warmth. At nine
years old, it felt as if the weight of a mountain was on his shoulder. But a saving hug came into Morrie's life this year: her news, Eva. She was a short-lived Romanian immigrant with plain features, curlybrown hair, and the energy of two women. He had a glitter that heated his father's atmosphere had created. He spoke when his
newhusband was silent, singing songs to children at night. Morrie took to comfort her character's voice, her school lesson, her strong character. When his brother came out of the medical house, always wearing leg bras from the polio, the decision to share a wollay bed in the kitchen apartments, and Eva marched them good night. Morrie
was waiting on those kisses like a puppy in letters, and he felt, deep down, that he had a mother again. However, there was no escaping poverty, however. They live now in the Bronx, in a one-bedroom apartment in a redbric building on Tremont Avenue, near Italian Beer Gardens where elderly men played boxing in summer evenings.



Because of depression, Morri's father found less work in fabrication. Sometimes when the family sat on the dine table, all Eva could put bread. What else is there? David would ask. Nothing else matters, he would respond. When Morrie stuck with David in bed, he'd sing them Yididish. Even the singers were sad and poor. There was one
about a girl trying to tosel her cigarette: please buy my cigarette. They are dry, don't cry by the rain. Have mercy on me, have mercy on me. Despite their circumstances, Morri taught that they love and care for them. Andto learns. Eva would accept nothing less than excellence in schools, because shesaw education as the only antidote to
their poverty. He even went through nightchool to improve his English. Morrie's love for education was spank in her arms. She studied at night, by the lamp in the cooking table. And in the morning they set off to go to the synagogue to tell Kaddish—praying for memories for the dead—while mothers. He did so to keep his memory alive.
Incredibly, his father told his father to never talk about him. Charlie wanted the young David to think KEEva was his natural mom. It was a terrible burden to Morri. For years, the only evidence Morrie had was the telegram that announced his death. She hid it that day was overwhelming. He would have kept him the rest of his life. When
Morrie was a teenager, his father took him to a factory where Sword. This was during Depression. The idea was to get Morrie a job. He entered the factory, and immediately felt as if walls were locked inside of it. The room was dark and warm, windows were covered with filth, and the bodies stuck tightly together, locked like rail wheels.
The hair of the stolen heads, they created an hour of thickness, and the workers were sewing them together, scattering all the needle as boss walked up and down their rows, crying to go faster. Morrie could barely breathe. He stood beside his father, frozen and horrified, hoping that the boss would not scream at him, too. During the lunch
break, his father took Morrie to push him in front of him, asking if there was any work for his son. But there were scarcely laboured for the elderly workers, and no one had given it. That, for Morri, was a blessing. He hated the place. He held another vote, holding steady at the end of his life. He would never do any work that exploited
anything else, and he would never allow himself to make money in sweats. What are you going to do? Eva would ask her. He said: I know not, he would say. It was ruled by law, because it like blind, and led medicine, because he could not take the eye of the blood. What are you going to do? It was only to default which the best teacher
I've ever had become atecher. A teacher affects eternity; he never can tell where his influence stops. — HENRY ADAMSThe Fourth Tuesday Talk about the death of let's begin with that idea,'' Morrie said. Everyone knows they are going to die, but nobody believes it. He was in a business mindset this Tuesday. The topic was death, first
first on my list. Before I arrived, Morrie had scribbled a few notes on small pieces of paper so that she would not forget. His gratitude has now been for everyone but himself. It was almost Labor Day, and through theofic windows I could see colors of colored spinach in the backyard and pupils playing down the street, last weeks of freedom
before school began. Back in Detroit, the Headline Battles have pointed up for a big holiday of disgusting, to show the solidarity of union versus management. On the ride explained in, I had read about a woman who shot her husband and two daughters while lying asleep, claiming he had protected them from the badpeople. Here in
Morrie's office, life went to a precious day at a time. Now we meet together, a few feet from the newest addition to the home: an oxygen machine. Liwas small and portable, on knee-high. In a few nights, when she couldn't get when swallowed, Morrie attached the deep to her nose, clamp over her nostril like a layer. I hated the idea of
Morrie linking to amachine of any kind, and I tried not to watch it as Morrie spoke. Everyone knows they're going to die, he said again, but nobody believes him. If we had done that, we would have done different things. So we kid ourselves about death, I said. Yes. But there is a better approach. To know you will die, and they are prepared
for it at any time. That's the best. In this way you may actually be more involved in your life while you live. How can you ever be prepared to die? Do what their buds do. Every day, there's a little bird on your shoulder bag, 'Is this today? Am I ready? Will I do all I need to do? Am I who I want to be? He turned his head around his shoulder
as if the bird was there now. He said: 'Is today I dead? Morrie borrowed freely from all religions. She was born Jew, but became anagnosised when she was a teenager, partly because of all that happened to her a child. He enjoyed some of the philosophy of Buddhism and Christianity, and always felt at home, culturally, in Judaism. He
was a religious blessing, making him even more open to the students he taught for years. He said in his heart what he said. final months on earth seemed to be crossing the differences of all Christians. Death has a way of doing so. The truth is, Mitch, he said, once you learn how to die, you learn how to live. I nodded. He said: I will say
again, he said. Once you learn how to die, you learn to live. He smiled, and I realized what he would do. He made sure Iabsorbed this point, without embarrassing me by asking. It was part of what he was a good teacher. Having thought a lot about death before getting sick, I asked. No. Morrie smiled. I was like everybody else. Once I told
a friend of mine, in an experiment moment, 'I'm going to be the old ghost you've ever been!' How old were you? In my seventies. So you were optimistic. Why not? Like I said, nobody really believes they're going to die. But everyone knows someone who died, I said. Why is it so hard for you to be thinner to die? For Morri continued: Most
of us are all walking around as if we're releasing. We really don't experience the world entirely, because we're half-sleeping, doing things we automatically think we have to do. And facing death changing all that? Oh, yes. You strips away from all of this and you focus on the essentials. When you realize you're going to die, you see
everything much different. He slew. Learn how to die, and you learn how to live. I noticed that she was covered now when she moved her hand. Glasses unfounded his neck, and when he lifted them in his eyes, they shed around his temples, as if he was trying to put them on someone else in the dark. And I took my hands out to give
them guides on his ears, and thanks, for Morrie was tearing up. He smiled when my hand was brushing again upside down. The younger person's contact was instantly joyful. Mitch. Can I tell you something? Of course, I said. You might not like it.for pony? Well, the truth is, if you really listen to this bird on your shoulder, if you accept that
you can die at any time— then you might not be as ambitious as you are. I forced a grin. Things we spend so much time --- all that work we do --- that will be remembered as important. You may have to make room for some more spiritual things. Spiritual Things? You hate that word, don't you? Spiritual endeavor.' You think it's touch-lying
stuff. Well, I said. He tried to wink, a bad try, and I broke up and I was laughing. He said, Mitch, he said, laughing together, even I don't know what 'spiritual development' really means. But I know we're deficient in a way. We areo involved in material things, and don't meet us. Loving the people we have, the universe around us, we take
these things for granted. He did not announce the window with the sun that was suffering. You see that? You can go outside, outside, anytime. You can run up and down the block and fool. I do so. I can't go outside. I can't run. I can't be outside without fear of getting sick. But you know what? I appreciate that window more than that.
Appreciate it? Yes. I watch that window every day. I noticed changes in the trees, how the wind is breathing. It's as if I can see time actually spent in sawindowpane. Because I know my time is almost done, I draw in nature like I see it there for the first time. It stopped, and for a while we both looked out the window. I tried to ride what he
saw. I tried to see time and season, my life is passing through slow movement. Morrie spilled himself a little and healed him towards his shoulder. Is it today, little bird? he asked. Is it today? Letters from around the world kept coming to Morrie, thanks to their rough night appearance. He would sit down, when he was up to it, and dictate
reactions to friends and family who had gathered for letter writing sessions. One Sunday when his sons, Rob and Jon, were at home, they all gathered in the room. Morrie sat in his buggy, his skin leg under a linen. When it was cold, one of those who helps him wrap a nylon jacket on his shoulder. What's the first letter? Morrie said. A
colleague read a note to a woman named Nancy, who lost her mother al-ALS. He wrote to tell how much he suffered through how he knew that Morrie must also suffer. All right, Morrie said when the reading ended. He closed his eyes. Let's start by saying, 'Dear Nancy, you touch me a lot with your mom's storyabout. And I understand
what you went through. There is sadness suffering on both sides. Sorry was good for me, and I hope he was good for you too. You might want to change the last line, Rob said. Morrie thought for a second time, and said: You are right. How about 'I hope you can find the healing power of grief.' Is that better? Rob nodded. Add thank you,
Morrie, Morrie said. Another letter was read to a woman named Jane, who thanked her for inspiration on the Night programme. He referred to himself as a prophet. That's a very high compliment, said a colleague. A prophet. Morrie made a face-off. He obviously did not agree with the assessment. Let us contemplate high praise. And tell
him I'm quite happy my word means something to him. And don't forget to sign 'Thank you, Morrie. There was a letter from a man in England who had lost his mother and asked AMorrie to help her contact him around the spiritual world. There was a letfrom a couple who wanted to drive to Boston to meet him. There was a length from a
senior graduate student who wrote about her life after the miniversite. She said of a murder-suicide and three births are still being born. He said of the death toll from ALS. He the fear that she, the daughter, would also touch the disease. He went over and over. Two pages. Three pages. Page map. Morrie has crossed long, grim heels.
When He finally finished, he said quietly, Good, what do we respond? The group was quiet. Finally, Rob said, 'How, Thank you for your length? Everyone laughed. Morrie looked at his son and beat him. The newspaper near his seat included a picture of a Boston baseball player who looked after he threw a seat. Of all the diseases, I think
to myself, Morriegets one is named after a spotif. Do you remember Lou Gehrig, I wonder? I miss him at the stadium, I said quite Sae. So you remember the famous line. Which one of them is? come on. Lou Gehrig. Proudly in the Yankees? The speech that calls on those who speak loud? Remind me, Morrie says. Make the speech.
Through the open window I heard the sound of a trash truck. Despite her injections, Morrie is wearing long sleeves, with a linen on her leg, her skin. The disease possesses it. I increased my voice and performed the Gehrig imitation, where the words bounced off the stadium walls: Two-day... I feel like... luckiest maaa... on the earth's
surface ... Morrie closed his eyes with the nose softly. Yes. good. I didn't say that. The Fifth Tuesday Talk about Family Was the first week of September, back-to-school week, and after 35 consecutive standalone, my old teacher did not have a class awaiting him a college campus. Boston was tanked with students, double-packd on
bostres, emptying trunks. And here was Morrie in his studies. It seemed so bad, like these football players who finally retire and have to face that first Sunday atom, watching on television, thinking, I could still do that. I've learned from doing this with these players that it is best to leave them alone when adults come around. Say nothing.
But then I didn't need to remindMorrie of his breakfast time. For the conversation we've passed, we've changed from handheld microphone—because it's been too difficult now for Morrie to keep anything long---in telavalieriere popular with television newspapers. You can stap the following on an orlapel necklace. Of course, since Morrie
only wore soft cotton shirts that were hanging loose on permanently frame – shrink, the microphone was packed with float, and I had to reach and adjust it often. Morrie seemed to enjoy this because she brought her low tune, in treasured rows, and her need for physical affection was stronger all the time. When I leaned in, I heard his
noise breathing and his weak cough, and he struck his mouth slowly before he swallowed. Well, my friend He said, what are we talking about today? How about the family? Family. He has been pulling it over for a moment. Well, you see me, all around. He was noded in pictures of himself, of Morrie as a child of freedom; when he was a
young man with his brother David; Morrie with his wife, Chalotte; Morrie and her two sons, Rob, a journalist in Tokyo, and Jon, accompanied experts in Boston. I think, in light of what we've talked about all these weeks, familycomes even more importantly,'' he said. The reality is, with no foundation, no plot safe, about who can stand today
if not the family. It became quite clear to me as I was sick. If you don't have the support and love and care and care that you find in family, you don't have much at all. Love is so surely important. As our poet Auden said: Love one another or perish. Love one another or perish. I wrote it down. Auden said that? Love one another or perish,
Morri said. He's good, no? And it's so true. Without love, we are birds with broken wings. Say I was divorced, or lived alone, or I didn't have children. This disease—what I go through—should be so much harder. I'm not sure I could do it. Sure, people would visit, friends, associates, but it's not the same as genomeone that won't leave. It's
not the same as having someone who ouknow has an eye on you, watching you the whole time. This is part of what a family is about, not just love, but let others know someone who is watching out for them. That's what I missed so much when the mother died—what I call your 'spiritual safety'—knowing that your family must be watching
out for you. Nothing else will give you that. Not money. Not reality. It shot me a peek. He added: 'Don't work, he added. Raising a family was one of those issues on my little---bagay list you want to forget right before it's too late. I told Morrie about the telemns of my generation with children, how we often saw them as shouting us down,
making us into things parenting things we didn't want. I admit that some of these emotions myself. But when I looked at Morri, I asked myself if I was in his shoes, that I should die, and that I had no family, no children, would the empty one be unbearable? He praised his two sons for being loved and caring, and like Morrie, they didn't
shutting down their affection. Had he so desired, they would stop what they would be with their dad every minute of his final months. But that didn't want him wanted. Don't stop your life,' he told them. Otherwise, this disease will lose three of us instead of one. In that way, as he died, he showed respect for the devils of his children. Little
wonder that when they were up with her, there was a cascade of affection, plenty of kisses and jokes and crossed by the side of the bed, holding reins. Whenever people ask me about having children or not having children, Inever tells them what to do, Morrie said now she would look at a picture of the oldest person. I simply said: 'There
are experience such as hr. That's all. There are no substitutes for him. You can't do it with a friend. You can't make it an entertainment. If you want the experience to have full responsibility for another human being, and to learn how to love and bond in the most profound way, then Trump should have children. So would you do it again? I
asked. I looked at the picture. Rob kissed Morrie on the forehead, and Morriewas laughed with his eyes closed. Would I do that again? he told me, 'Look weird. Mitch, I didn't want to miss this experience for anything. Though ... She swallowed and put the picture in her mouth. Even though there is a wrong price to pay, he said. Because
you will leave them. Because I'm going to leave them soon. He pulled his mouth together, closed his eyes, and I watched the first crew down his cheek. And he said: Now he said: Ye speak. I? Your family. I know your parents. I met them, years ago, at graduation. You have a sister, too, right? Yes, I said. How older, yes? Which is older.
And a brother, right? I nodded. Smaller? Smaller. Like me, Morrie said. I have a little brother. Like you, I said. He also came to our graduation, did he not? I'm trapped, and in my mind I saw us all there, sixteen years earlier, the hot sun, the blue clothes, ditched as we put our arms around each other and posted forInstamatic pictures, one
saying, One, two, two, three... what is it? Morrie said, notice my sudden quiet. What's in your mind? Nothing, I said, changed the subject. The truth is, I do indeed have a brother, a blond-hair blonde,wing-eyed, two-year-old, who looks unlike me or is out of my darkness having breast-fed him when they claim strangers have left him as a
baby on our door. And one day, we'd say, 'They'll come back to you. He called that wesaid air, but we told him just the same. It grew the way younger children grew up, paper, worshiped, and toward tortured. He dreamed of being an actor or a singer; he reenacted TV at the dine table, playing each part, his bright smile practically skipping
his lips. I was the good student, it was the bad; I was obedient, he broke the rules; I stayed away from drugs and alcohol, tried everything you could. She moved to Europe not long after high school, preferring the morecasual lifestyle she found there. But he remained favored the family. When she visited her home, in her wild and funny
presence, I often felt stiff and conservative. As different as we were, I reasoned that our fate would be drawn to the opposite once we hit adults. I was right in every way but one. Since the day fell dead, I believed that I would suffer a similar death, a disease that would not take me out. So I worked in a sheet and I did stir myself up
strength. I could feel his breath. I knew it was coming. I was waiting for it the way the man was sentenced waiting for the execution. And I was right. He came. But he missed me. It hit my brother. Same type of cancer as my uncle. The Pancreation. A rare form. So they gathered in our family, with the blond hair and their eyes hazel, had
the testimony and the radiation. His hair fell, his face went to the komkelet. It supposed me, I thought. But my brother was not mine, and it was not a grave. He was a fighter plane, and he was since his youngest days, when we were strugglling in the shoe and he was actually bit across my shoes until shrimp in pain and let him go. So he
fought back. He fought the disease in Spain, where he lived, with the help of an unexplained experimental drug--- and still not—available in the Flood State. He flew all over Europe for treatment. After five years of detreatment, the drug appeared to be consecuting the cancer in remission. That was the good news. The bad news was, my
brother would not mearound—my own name or anybody in the family. Much as we tried to call and visit, he listened to us at bay, insisting that this fight was something he needed to do for himself. Months would have passed without a word from him. Messages about her response would go unanswered. I was torn with jen for what I felt I
should do for him and fuelled and stuck to denying us the right to do it. So once again, I do at work. I worked because I was able to control it. I worked because work was sensitive and responsive. And whenever I called my brother's apartment in Spain and find the answer car—he was speaking inSpanish, another sign of how we were
apart from us driven---I would hang up some more work. Maybe that's a reason why I was drawn to Morrie. It left me to be where my brother would not. Looking back, maybe Morri knew all of this together. It's a winter in my boyhood, on a snow-capped mountain in our suburbannehood neighborhood. My brother and I are on the sleep, it's
on my mind, on the deep. If he ate his chin on my shoulders and feet on the back of my knees. Rumbles are lying on iced plates beneath us. We pick up speed when we go down Mon. CAR! somebody is. We see it coming, down the street on our side. We cry and try to drag away, but the runs are not moving. The drivers cut his horn and
hit his brake and do what all kids do: we skipped. At our standing fraud, we roll like the cold and snowy mess, thinking the next thing touches us is going to challenge a car tire. We are calling AHHHH and fighting with fear, turning on and on, the world upside down, top to right, top to bottom. And then nothing. We stopped rolling and taking
our breath and then the snow that came from our faces. The driver turns down the street, is dispersed to him. We are safe. Our sleeves burn quietly at a dime and our friends are now stoned, saying Brother and You could die. I grin to my brother, and we unite in child pride. It wasn't so hard, we think, and we're ready to take on death
again. Tuesday's sixth Talk about my emotions walked past the long laurels of the mountains and the Japanese maple, up the steps of Morrie's house. White rain knife hanging like a lid on the roof. I ran the bell and was greeted by Connie but Morrie's wife, Charlotte, a beautiful grey-black woman who spoke in a lite voice. It wasn't often at
home when I came—she kept working at MIT, as Morriewished—and I was surprised to see her this morning. Morrie was having a bit of a difficult moment today, he said. It grew on myshoulder for a moment, then moved towards the cookiness. I drip, I said. He said quickly. I'm sure... He stopped at the middle of the sentence, turning
himself in a little, while listening to something. Then he continued. I'm sure... he'll feel better when he knows that here. I lifted the bags out of the market—my normal food supply, I said brilliant--- and he seemed to smile and smiled at the same time. There is already numerous foods. He hasn't eaten any of the last time. This took me by
surprise. He did not eat any, I asked? He opened the frigente and I saw familiar containers of chicken salad, vermicelli, vegetables, stuffed, everything I brought for Morrie. Sheopened the freezer and had even more. Morrie can't eat most of this food. It's too hard for him to swallow. He has soft toe stuff and fluid eggs now. But he never
said anything, I said. Chalotte smiled. He doesn't want to hurt your feelings. It wouldn't hurt my feelings. I just wanted to help in a way. I mean, Hystle wanted to bring him something... You're bringing him something. He's looking forward to your visit. He talks who have to do this project with you, how he has focus and puts the medium
aside. I think it gives him a good sense of purpose... Again, it gave this faraway look, delay-in-one thing – from elsewhere. I knew Morrie's nights were getting hard, that she didn't sleep them, and that meant Charlotte often didn't sleep in them either. Sometimes Morrie was lying coffee for hours—it would take so long to steam the mucous
around her throat. There were health care workers now staying despite the night with all these visitors during the day, alumni, fellow teachers, meditation teachers, buying in and out of the house. Within a few days, Morrie had a half a dozen visitors, and they were often there when Charlottereturned out of work. He's busy with patience,
though all of those outside essence soak up his precious minutes with Morrie. ... A he continued. Yes. That's good, you know. I hope so, I said. I helped put new food inside the fridge. The cooking counter was likinde of notes, messages, information, medical instructions. The painting kept bottles more than ever—Selestone for his asthma,
Ativan to help him sleep, naproxen for infection—along with a mixture of milk powder mixture and laxative. From the room, we heard the sound of an open door. Maybe it's available now... let me go check. Chalotte looked again at my food and I felt suddenly embarrassed. All these reminders of things Morri would never enjoy. Her little
horse sickness was growing up, and when I finally satdown with Morrie, she was coughing more than usual, a dry cough, dust coughing up her chest and making herself jerks ahead. After a violent wave, stopped, closed his eyes and took a breath. I was up softly because I thought he was recovering from his exercises. Is the tape on? he
said suddenly, his eyes are always closed. Yes, I quickly said, press the play buttons and folders. What I'm doing now, he continued, his eyes constantly closed, is detachemy himself from the experience. Detach yourself? Yes. Detach myself. And this is important---name only for someone like me, who is dying, but for someone like you,
perfectly healthy. Learn to twist. He opened his eyes. It was exalted. You know what the buds say? Don't accept these things, for all things are imperfect. But wait, I said. Have you still not spoken about life experiences? All the emotions are eating, all that bad? Yes. Well, how can you do this if you're detached? Ah. You're thinking, Mitch.
But detachment doesn't mean you don't let the experience penetrating you. Instead, you let it penetrate you completely. It shows that you are able to let it go. I'm lost. Take any emotions---love for a woman, or heartache for someone you love, or what I continue through, fear and pain from a dead illness. If you hold back on the themes--- If
you don't allow yourself to go all the way across them---we're kaneve becoming detached, you're too busy being scared. You are afraid of the theatre, you are afraid of the grief. You fear the vulnerabilities that love so much. But in throwing yourself at these emotions, by allowing yourself to wine, all the way, over yourself, you experience
them completely and completely. You know what the pain is. You know what love is. You know what the burden is. Then you can say, 'All right. I experienced that emotion. I recognized emotion. Now I need to detach from this emotion for a moment. Morrie has stopped and watched me on, maybe make sure I got this right. I know you
think this is just about dying,' he said, but it's like I keep telling you. When you learn how to die, you learn to live. Morrie talked about his most scary moments, when he felt his chest was blocked overwhelming or when he wasn't sure where his next breath would come from. And shaking with courage, he said, All his first emotions were
horrified, fear, anxiety. But once he acknowledged feeling those emotions, the texture, the emotists, the chop down the back, the quick flash of heat that crossed your head---What, he could say: Les. That's the fear. Step away from it. Etapaway. I thought about how much this time was necessary in everyday life. How do we fellonezly,
sometimes at the point of tears in tears, but we don't let tears of tears come because they're not supposed to cry. Or how we feel a surge in love for a partner but steam doesn't say anything because we're frozen with the fear of what those words would gift in the relationship. Morrie's approach was exactly the opposite. Turn on the
dresses. Washyour yourself with the emotion. It won't hurt you. It will only help. If you leave the pair, if you pull it on like a familiar shirt, then you can tell yourself, Allright, it's just scary, I don't need to let it control me. I see it for what it is. Even for loneliness: you let go, letting the tears flow, feeling completely --- but usually able to say: All
right, that was my time with loneliness. I don't need to be afraid of feeling lonely, but now I will put that loneliness aside and recognize that there are other emotions in the world, and I will experience as well. Detached, Morrie said again. He closed his eyes, then cowarded him. Then he cowarded again. Then he cowarded again, more
loudly. Suddenly, he was half-hearted, his lungs wandering right away, jumping halfway up and letting his body go back and stealing his breath. He was walking, and then pulling his hands to him—with a closed eye, shaking his hand, appearing almost possessed—and I felt my forehead broken in a sweat. I instinctively pulled him forward
and I stoned his shoulders around his shoulder, and he pushed a toilet paper into his mouth and spit out a great release of fiflem. The coughing stopped, and Morrie fell back into Kim's pillows and feet into the air. You okay? You are all right? I said, trying to hide my fear. I... well, Morrie was bad, lifting a finger shaking. Just... wait. We
were up there slowly until breathing it returned to normal. I felt teperspiration about my scalp. She asked me to close the window, the breeze would wax it cold. I did not mention that it was eighty degrees out. Finally, in a whisper, he said: 'I know how I want to die. I waited in silence. I want to die sincerely. Peaceful. Not like what just
happened. And that's where the detachment comes in. If I die in the middle of a coughingspell like I just had, I need to be able to detach from the horror, I need to say, 'This is my moment.' I want to leave the world in a frye state. I want to know what will shape, accept it, get to a peaceful place, and let go. do you understand? I nodded.
Don't let go again, I added quickly. Morrie forced a smile. No. Not yet. We still have work to do. Do you believe in reinculation? I ask. maybe. What would you come back like? If I had my choice, a heifer. A heifer? Yes. So grateful. If fast. A heifer? Morrie smile at me. You think that's weird? I study the frame of his tires, loose clothes, the
cuss-wrapped feet that reststiffly on foam tire cushion, can move, like a prisoner of bare feet. Ipicture of a gazelle circuit across the desert. No, I say. I don't think that's weird at all. The teacher, The De Morrie Party I knew, Morrie, so many others knew, would not have been the man she had for years spent working at a justice mental
hospital in Washington, D.C., a peacekeeping site of NanChestnut Lodge. It was one of Morrie's first jobs after diving into amaste's degree and a Ph.D. from the University of Chicago. He rejected, law, and business, Morrie decided the research world would be run where he could contribute without exploiting others. Morrie was given a
grant observing mental patients with their recordings. While the idea seems common today, it has been grondbreaking in the fifty fifty. Morrie saw patients who would cry throughout the day. Patients who tacry all night. Patients suffered their panties. Patients refuse to eat, having tobe held down, medicine, nurturing. One of the patients, an
average age woman, came out of her room every day to face fasedown on the tile floor, stayed there for hours, as doctors and nurses around her. Morrie looked on in horror. He took note, what he was about to do. And every day he did the same thing: from morning to the moon, he was waiting there till evening, and talking to no one,
ignored by everyone. It's sad Morrie. He started sitting on the floor with him, even laydown alongside him, trying to pull him out of his misery. Eventually, he got up to sit down and even returned to his room. What he wanted, he learned, was the same thing many ---- to notice. Morrie worked at Lodge Chestnut for five years. Although it was
not discouraged, it was profusely some of the patients, including a woman who jokedwith her about how lucky she had to be there because my husband is rich so he paid her. Can you imagine if I had to be in one of these cheap mentality? Another woman—spitting in everyone else—took Morri and called his friend. They spoke every day,
and the staff had at least promoted sasomeone had gotten through it. But one day, he ran away, and Morrie was asked to help bring him back. they he descended to a nearby shop, he hid in the back, and when Morrie entered, he burned an angry look at him. So you're one of them, too, it was bright. One of whom? My prisoners. Morrie
observed that most of the patients dismissed and ignored their lives, making them feel that they didn't exist. They also missed compassion—something the employee quickly ran out of, and many of these patients were well interrupted, from wealthy families, so the wealth bought them happiness or happiness. Liwas a lesson he'll never
forget. I tease Morrie was stuck in the sixty. He answered that the seventies were not so wrong, compared to the times we now lived. He came to Brandeis after his work in the mental health field, just before the thesis began. Within a few years, the backyard became a warm-up for cultural evolution. Drugs, sex, race, Vietnam protests.
Abbie Hoffman went to Brandez. So did Jerry Rubin and Angela Davis. Morrie had plenty of radical students in his class. That was partly because, instead of simply teaching, the sociology faculty reigned. It was raising antiwar, for example. When teachers learned that institutes that did not maintain a certain grade average point could lose
their defense and be scraped, they decided not to give any grades. When the temmunition says: If you do not give these students classes, they will all fall, Morrie had a solution: Let's give them all of A'S. And they did. Even as the sixties opened up the yard, it also opened up staff department at the InMorrie, from the jeans and sandals
they now wore when you work watching them in the classroom as a living, breathing place. They have been picked up on conferences, experiences on theory. They sent students to the DeepSouth for civil rights project and to the inner city for fields. They went toWashington to protesters marching, and Morrie often sloan the buses and his
studies. On a journey, she watched with entertainment slowly as the woman flowingskirts with love beads laid flowers at soldiers' guns, then sat on the law, holding law, trying to avoid the Pentagon. They didn't move him, later he reminded him: But it was a nice try. Once a group of black students took over Ford Hall on the
Brandeiscampus, wrapped it in a banner that read MALCOLM X UNIVERSITY. Ford Hall Lab, and some administration officials worry that such radicals make bombs in the basement. Morrie knew better. He sees right to the issue, that being human beings wants to feel that they count. The team lasted for weeks. And it might go on even
longer siMorrie did not walk into the building when one of the protesters recognized him as a favorite and yellow teacher for him to come to the bandwidth. An hour later, Morrie was pulled from the window with a list of that wanted. He took the list of the university presidents, and their situations broadcast. Morrie has always made good
peace. At Brandeis, he taught classes about social psychology, mental disorder akhealth, group processing. They were light on what you would now call heavy career skills on personal development. Because of this, business and student law today could be looked into Morrie asfoolly naive about his contributions. How much money did
his students go on to make? How many big-time cases have they had? Then again, how many businesses or law students ever visited their old prophecy to leave? Morrie's students did that all the time. And in his final months, they turned to him, hundreds of them, from Boston, New York, California, London, and Switzerland; restructuring
offices and school programs within the city. They called them. They wrote. They drove hundreds of miles for a visit, a word, smile. I've never had another teacher like you,' they all said. As my visit with Morrie goes on, I start reading about death, how different passages see the final passage. There is a tribe in the Arctic North American
uniform, for example, who believes that everything on Earth has a soul that exists in the form of the aminiati body that holds it---conse that a simple has a little merit inside of it, and a man has a little one inside of it. When the large ones died, this gradually shapes on. It can be slipped into something being held nearby, or it can go to the
temporary place in the sky, to the meat of a fake spirit, where waiting until the moon can send it back to Earth. Sometimes, they say, the moon is so busy with the new souls of the world waiting to disappear from the sky. That's why we have moon nights. But in the end, the moon always returns, as are we all. That's what they believe.
Tuesday's seventh Hearing about fears of aging Morrie have lost his battle. One was now laying it behind. He's dealing with this with typically brave acceptation. Unable to get back when he used the commodities, he informed Connie to his last limits. Would you embarrass to do it for me? He said no. I found it typical that he asked him
first. It took some getting used, Morrie admits, because it was, in a way, complete about the disease. The most personal and fundamental thing now taken from him ---in the toilet, washing his nose and washing the parts that were his Hebrews. With the exception of breathing and the value of its food, it depends on others for almost
everything. I asked Morrie how he managed to stay positive in that. Mitch, it's funny,' he said. I'm an independent person, so my inclination to fight all these things--- that they helped me out of the car, to have someone else wear. I felt a little embarrassed, because our culture tells us we'd be ashamed if we can't dry our own anus. But then
I figured, forget what the culture says. I ignore the culture much of my life. I'm not going to be disappointed. What's the big deal? And you know what? Things are weird. What's that? I started enjoying my dependencies. Now I enjoy when they turn me on inside and cream rubs on my butt so I don't get sores. Or when they are unsigned
mybrow, or they massage my leg. I revelation in it. I closed my eyes and dipped up. Andit seems very familiar to me. It's like going back to being a child again. Someone to bathe you. A mounto lift you up. Somebody is spreading you. We all know how to be a child. He is inside of us. For me, he just remembered how to enjoy it. The truth
is, when our mothers made us rock, blocked ourselves—none have ever received enough of this. We all desire in such a way to return to those days which we fully cared for—unconditional, unconditional love. Most of us didn't get enough. I know I didn't do it. I watched Morrie and I suddenly knew why he was so enjoying my leaning
adjusting his microphone, or fusing with the pillows, or drying his eyes. People touch. He gave seventy-eight. And he gave birth to adults and as a child. On later that day, we talked about aging. Or maybe I should say the fear---A other of the issues on that are in my bugging-generation roster. On the honeymoon from the Boston airport, I
counted the charts that introduced you to wonderful people. There was a beautiful young man in a cowboy hat, smoked a cigarette, two beautiful young women smiling on a bottle of shampoo, a teenager's teens teenagers and jeans he had never forgotten, and a sexy woman in a black dress, next to a man in a tuxedo, the two of them
were struggling a glass of chocote. Not once have I seen anyone who would go on for more than thirty-five. I said Morrie Iwas already stinks on the hill, much as I tried desperately to stay on top of her. I worked out constantly. Look at what I ate. Check out my hair in the mirror. I was out to be proud to say my age—because of all that I had
done these youth---to I didn't bring it up, for fear that I would be too close for forty and, therefore, professional obligations. Morrie was aging from his best perspective. He said: All this emphasis is upon the youth—I do not purchase it, he said. Listen, I know what mercy being young can be, so don't tell me it's so great. All these kids who
came with me with their struggles, their struggles, their feelings of inadecquacy, that their lives were miserable, so bad they wanted to kill themselves ... And in addition to all the misery, the youth are not angry. They have very little understanding about life. Who wants to live every day when you don't know what's going on? When people
are manipulation you, say you buy computers and you'll be beautiful, or that's scary jeans and you'll be sexy-and believe them! It's so senseless. Have you ever feared being adults, I asked? I embrace aging. Hug him? It's pretty simple. As you grow, you learn more. If you stayed at 22 two, you'd still be as uninformed as you were in 22 of.
Aging is not only decomposed, you know. It's leap. It's more than the negative that you're going to die, it's the positive salso that you understand you're going to die, and that you live abetter life because of it. Yes, I said, but if aging was so valued, why do people always say, Oh, if I'm young again. You have never seen any man say, I wish
I was sixty-five. He smiled. You know what that reflects? Life is satisfied. Life is not accomplished. Life doesn't get meaning. Because if you've found meaning in your life, you don't want to come back. You want to go ahead. You want to see more, domore. You can't wait until sixty-five. listen. You should know something. All young people
should know. If you're still battling against getting older, you'll always be happy, because it's going to happen anyhow. And Mitch? He lowered his voice. The reality is, you're going to die eventually. I nodded. That won't matter what you tell yourself. i know. But hopefully, he said, not for a long time. He closed his eyes with a look of peace,
and then asked me to adjust the head of the pillow. His body's needs needed constant adjustment to stay comfortable. The itwas was proposed to the chair with white pillows, kim yellow, and blue towels. What a glance, it seemed as if Morrie had been charged for shipping. Thank you, it was the dashed as I moved the pillows. No matter, I
said. Mitch. What do you think? I was questioning before replied. Well, I said, I wondered how you don't envyounger, the healthy person. Oh, I guess I do. He closed his eyes. I envious them that they could go to lahealth clubs, or go for a swim. Or dance. Mostly for dancers. But envious comes to shame, I feel it, and then I let it go.
Remember what I said about detachment? Leave it. Say to yourself, 'That's envious, I'll be separated from that now.' and walkaway. He courase—a long time courase--- and then he shook a tissue for mouthand and spit weakness in him. Sitting there, I felt so much stronger than her, ridiculillyso, as if I could lift her and cast her over my
shoulder like a bag of flour. I was embarrassed by this superiority, because I didn't feel superior to him in another way. How do you keep in envious... What? I? He smiled. Mitch, it's impossible for the old not to envious the young. But the question is to accept who you are and revel in that. This is your time to be in your thirty. I'm about
seventy years old. Now I am sixty-eight years old when I am seventy-eight years old. Youhave finds what's good and true and beautiful in your life as it is now. Lookingback makes you competitive. And, age is not a competitive question. He was exalted with as if they watched his breath spread through the air. The truth is, part of me is
every age. I am three years old and five years old, I am a thirty-five years old, I am a thirty-five years old. I've been through all the athem, and I know what it's like. I delight in that I'm a child when it's appropriate to be a child. I'm happy in being a wise man when it's appropriate to be a wise man. Think of all I can! I every age, until my own.
do you understand? I nodded. How can I envious where you --- when I was here? The fate of sucumbsmany of a species: one alone itself. - W. H. AUDEN, POET MORRIE'S POETThe With Tuesday talk about money I kept the headline so that Morrie could see it: I don't want myTOMBSTONE LIM I never own a network. Morrie laughed,
and then shaken himself. The morning sun came to the pleasure behind him and fell on the pink flowers of the hibuscular plant that went up on sin there. The quote came from Ted Turner, the billionaire media mogul, founder ofCNN, who dimensions his inability to snatch up the CBS network to accommodate megadeals. I brought the
story to Morrie this morning because Iwonder if Turner ever found himself in the position of my old teacher, his breath appearing, his body turning rock, his days crossing the calendar one by one—would he really cry on his own network? It's all part of the same problem, Mitch, Morrie said. We put our values in these wrong things. And it
leads to highly disputed lives. I think we have to be talkabout to that. Morrie was the focus. Had good days and bad days now. He had a good day. The night before, she had been entertained by a local a kappellagroup who came into the iron house, and realized the excitement story, as if the Ink Spots themselves were deposited by a
visit. Morrie's love for loud music even before she got sick, but now she was so intense, she moved her totear. He would listen to operating sometimes at night, closing his eyes, running through magnificent voices as they plunged and seized. You should have heard this group last night, Mitch. Such a sound like it! Morrie was always
caught with simple fun, singing, laughing, dancing. Now more than ever, material things have occurred little or no meaning. When death comes, you always hear the expression You can't take it with you. Morrie seemed to have known that this for a long time ago. We had a form of brain going into our country, Morrie soupi. Do you know
the brains of people? They repeat something about endoverance. And that's what we do in this country. Property stuff is a good thing. Plismone is a good thing. More properties are good. More commercialism is a good thing. More is food. More is a good thing. We repeated it--- and have repeated it for us—about and beyond no one at all
if not. The average person is so foggedup by all this, he has no perspective on what's really important anymore. Wherever I went into my life, I met people who want to gobble something. Gobble up a new car. Gobble up a new piece of property. Gobble up the telate game. Then they wanted to tell you about it.' Guess what I got? Guess I
got?' You know how I always interpret that? These people were so hungry for themselves that they accepted replacements. They've embraced material things to expect a sort of pluck back. But it never worked. You can't replace those things for love or for kindness or for tenderness or for a sense ofcomradship. Money is not a surrogate
for tenderness, and power is not a surrogate trend. I can tell you, as I sit here matter, when you most need it, neither connor power will give you the feeling you're looking for, no matterhow many of them you have. I look around for Morrie's study. It was the same today as it was the first day I arrived. The books made the same places on
their shelves. Papers are even old profiles. The outdoor rooms have not been improved orupgraded. In fact, Morri really bought nothing new---excepted except medical—in a long time, perhaps years. The day he learned that he was sick that was the day he lost interest in his buying power. So the television was the same old model, the
car that Charlotte was the same model, the dishes and towels and towels--- and all the same. But houses have changed so drastically. He was filled with love and teaching and communication. It was filled with friendship and family and honesty and tears in sight. Ithad is filled with colleagues and students and meditation teachers and
nurse therapists and a group of kapellas. It became, in a very real way, a richeshome, though Morrie's bank account was quickly replaced. There's a big confusion in this country about what we want to continue what we've been weneing,'' Morrie said. You need food, you want a chocolate Sunday. You have to downbe honest with yourself.
You don't need the latest sports car, you don't need the advertising house. The truth is, you don't get the satisfaction of things. You know what really gives you satisfaction? What? Offer others what you have to give. You sound like a Scout Boy. I don't mean money, Mitch. I mean your time. Your concern. Yourstorytelling. It's not so hard.
There's a senior center that's open near here. Dozens of seniors come here every day. Whether you are a young man or a young man and you have a skill, you are asked to come and teach it. Say you know the compressions. You come there and teach them computers. You are very welcome. And they are very grateful. This is how you
start to get respectful, not offering things that you have. There are many places to That. You don't need to have a great talent. There are lonely people in hospitals and shelters who only want some people. You play cards with an older man alone and you get newrespect for yourself, because you need to. Remember what I said about
finding a significant life? I wrote it down, mennow I can recite it: Devote yourself to the love of others, devote yourself to your community around you, and devote yourself to creating something that provides oupurpose and meaning. You notice, he added, toasted, that there is nothing in nothing of a salary. I played some of the things
Morrie said on a yellow pad. I did it mostly because I didn't want him to see my eyes, to know what I was thinking, that I've been, for much of my life since graduation, pursuing very colored things against—bigger games, nikye games. Because I worked among athletes and famous, I convinced myself that my needs were realistic,
inconsecutive I was compared to them. This was a smoking screen. Morrie did so obviously. Mitch, if you're trying to show up for people at the top, forget it. They're going to come down to you anytime. But if you're trying to show off for the person in the bottom, forget it. They will only envious you. Status will find you nowhere. Only that
anope will allow you to drift equally between everyone. He suffered, and looked at me. I'll kill, I'm right? Yes. Why do you think it's important for me to hear the problems of others? Don't I have enough pain and suffering for my own? Of course I do. But giving to others is what makes me feel alive. Notice my car or home. It's not what I look
like in the mirror. When I give my time,when I can make someone smile after they feel sad, it's cum close tohealthy as I ever feel. Do the kind of things out of their hearts. When you do, you won't bedissatisfied, you won't envious, you won't be wanting to be someone else's thing. On the contrary, you'll be overwhelming with what's coming
back. He had courage and reached the small bell that lay on the chair. He had to talk a few times at him, and I finally picked up it and put it in his hands. He said thank you. He trembled weakly, trying to find Connie's ration. That's the guy Turner Ted, Morrie said, couldn't think of anything else for tonmbstone? Every night, when I go to
sleep, I die. And the next morning, when I wake up, I'm reborn. — MAHATMA GANDHIThe Ninth Tuesday Talk about how love goes about folk starting to change colors, turning the ride to WestNewton into a gold portrait and rusty. Back in Detroit, the job war was acknowledged, with each side accusing the other of it will not communicate.
Theory on television news was similarly depressed. In rural Kentucky, three pieces of a tonbstone cut a bridge, breaking the wind in a girl kills a young girl who traveled with her family over a religious religion. In California, the O.J. Simpson lawsuit was heading towards loneliness, and the entire country seemed to be obsessed. Even at
airports, there are pending tuned television sets with CNN so that you could get an O.J. update as somade your way through a gate. I have tried to call my brother in Spain several times. I left his message dithat I really wanted to talk to him, that I did a lot of thoughts about. A few weeks later, I turned a short message saying everything
was okay, but he was forgives, he really didn't feel like talking about being sick. For my old teacher, he did not speak to them being sick but being sick of himself was sick to him. Since my last visit, a nurse has placed a katheter in her ispenis, which draws the urine out of a tube and into a bag sitting at the feet of the chair. His legs needed
to be constant tendency (he could still feel pain, even if he couldn't move them, another one of ALS's cruel irony), and hazarding his feet vastly just the right amount of inches off the kim pad, he feels if someone would pose him with a fork. Amid conversation, Morrie should ask visitors to lift her feet up and move it just an inch, or toadjust
herself so that she fit easier in palm colored pillows. Can you imagine being unable to move your self? With every visit, Morri seemed to be melted in the chair, and took his shape. Still, every morning he insisted on being lifted out of his bed and everywhere else in his study, depositing there among his books and papers and lab plants on
windows. In typical fashion, he found something philosophical in this. He said: 'I sum it up to my newest ahorism,' he said. Let me hear it. When you are in bed, you die. He smiled. Only Morrie could smile at something like that. He received calls from people's night and from Ted Kopelhim himself. He said: 'They want to come and do
another show, he said. But they say they want to wait. Until what? Do you breathe in your last breath? maybe. Regardless, I'm not so far away. Don't say that. I'm suffering. That pugs me, that they want to wait until you slowly. It pugs you because you look out for me. He smiled. Mitch, maybe they're using me for a little drama. That's okay.
Maybe I'll use them, too. They help me get my message to millions of people. I couldn't do this without them, right? So it's a compromise. She coughs, which turns into a long garg draw-out, she finishes off another ground in a crushing tissue. Whatever, Morrie said to them: I told them that they do not wait too long, because their voice will
not be there. Once this thing hits my lungs, talking can become impossible. I can't speak for too long without needing a rest right now. I already have a lot who wants to see me. Mitch, there is a lot. The menu is too fatigue. If I can't give them the right attention, I can't help them. I watched the tapes, I felt guilty, as if I was waving what had
left his precious time. Should we skip it? I asked. Will it make outoo fatigue? Morri closed his eyes and shook his head. He seemed to be waiting for some pain to get through. No, he finally said. You and I have to go on. This is our last thesis together, we know. Our last thesis. We want to get it right. I thought of our first thesis together, in
college. It was Morrie's idea, of course. He said I was good enough to write a honored project—something Ihad had never considered. Now we've been, doing the same thing once more. Start with an idea. While people talk to live people, tell him what he should know. This time, I was less of a hurry to finish. One asked me an interesting
question yesterday, Morrie said now that he would look over my shoulder on the wall of the wall behind me, a little bit of hope that friends sew for him on his seventh birthday. Each patchon had a different message: STAY THE COURSE, THE BEST IS YET TO BE, MORRIE—ALWAYS NORTH. What was the question? I asked. If I was
worried about forgetting after I died? good? are you? I don't think I will. I had a lot of people involved and in close, intimate ways. And love is your way of living, even after you have appeared. Sounds like a song lyrics—love is your way of staying alive. Morrie chuckled. maybe. But Mitch, all this talk that we're doing? Don't you hear my
voice sometimes when you come back home? When you're all alone? Maybe on the Jets? Maybe in your car? Yes, I admitted. Then you will not forget me after I go. Think of my voice and will benefit. Think about your voice. But if you want to cry a little, it's okay. Morrie' s. He wanted to make me cry since I was a cold. One of those days,
I'll get you,' he would say. yea, I would respond. He said: 'I decided what I wanted on my tombstone,' she said. I don't want to hear about tombstones. Why? They make you nervous? I'm risky. We may forget it. No, go ahead. What did you decide? Morrie popped her mouth. I thought of it: A teacher for the latter. He waited while I absorbed
him. A teacher for updates. He said: Good? Yes, I said. there we go. I came to love the way Morrie was when I entered the room. He did this to a lot of people, I know, but his special talents to make every visitor feel the smile was unique. Ahh, it's my friend, he would say when he saw me, in the high-pitched voice. And he did not stop with
the greeting. When Morrie was with you, he was really with you. He looks you right in and he listened as though the only person in the world was. How much better would they meet their first daily encounter was like this---whelm for being a grumbles of passage or a bus driver or boss? I believe in being wholly present, Morrie said. That
means you should be the person you're with. When I'm talking to you now, Mitch, I try to keep focusing only on what's going on between us. I don't think about something said last week. I don't think of what's coming this Friday. I don't think about doing another Koppel show, or about what my medicine is doing. I'll talk to you. I think about
you. I remembered how it was used to teach this idea of the Class Processing group back Brandeis. I was scoffed back then, thinking this was hardly a lesson plan for course oniversity. Learn attention? How could this be? Inow knows it is more important than almost all that they taught us in college. Morrie ascended for my hand, and as I
gave him, I felt an increase in jen. Here was a man who, if he wanted, could spend every waking moment of self-pity, feeling his body for decomposed, counting his breath. So many people who matter further are so self-absorbed, eyes are iced on if you talk formore than thirty seconds. They already have something else in mind---a buddy
falls, a fax throw, a lover they're smashing about. They only thin back total attention when you're talking, at what point they say Uh-huh or yes, indeed, indeed with their fake route back in that moment. Part of the problem, Mitch, is that everyone is in a hurry, Morrie said. People haven't found meaning in their lives, so they're running all the
time for it. They think the next car, the next house, the next work. Then they benefited those empty things, too, and they kept running. Once you start running, I said, it's hard to slow yourself down. Not so hard, he said, shaking his head. Do you know what I do? Lesomeone wants to get ahead of me in traffic -when I used to be able to
drive-Hirould lift my hand... He's tried to do that now, but the hand rise weakens, only six inches. ... I'd leverage my hands, as if I were going to make a negative gesture, and my endurance would surge with smile. Instead we give them our fingers, we let them go, and we smile. You know what? A lot of times they smiled back. The truth is,
I don't have to be in that much of a rush with my car. I would rather put my energy into people. He did this better than anyone I'd ever known. Those who sat with him saw eyes going moist when they talked about something terrible, or before crying when they told him a really bad joke. She was always ready to openly read the emotions so
often lacking in my baby's boomer generation. We are segret in small talk: What do you do? do you live? But really listening to someone—without trying to sell them something, pick them up, recruit them, or get some sort of returning status--- or the times we get this again? I believe many visitors in the last months of Morrie's life have
pulled the cause of attention they wanted to pay him but because of the attention they paid them. Despite her personal pain and decomposed, this elderly man listened the way they always wanted someone listening. I told him he was the father of all those who wanted them to win. Well, he said, close his eyes, I have some experience in
this area... The last time Morrie saw his father was in a city morgue. CharlieSchwartz was a quiet man who loved him his newspaper, alone, beneath astreet on Tremont Avenue in the Bronx. Every night, when Morri stayed put, Charlie would go for a walk after diname. He was a Russian man, with a red complex and a head full of gray
hair. Morrie and his brother, David, would look out the window and saw him leaning over the lamp, and Morrie wanted him to come inside and talk to them, but he rarely did. Nordid he stuck them in, neither kissed them good at night. Morrie has always taken an oath that she would do these things for her own child if she ever stayed so. A
few years later, when he was questioned, he did. Meanwhile, while Morrie has raised her own children, Charlie has still lived in theBronx. He has always taken that market. He still reads the paper. One evening, she went outside dine. A few blocks from the house, they accompanied it by two thieves. Give us your money, one said, pull out
a gun. Horrified, Charlie sent his wallet and started running. He ran into all streets, and kept running until he arrived to the steps of a relative's house, where he fell on the pocket. Heart attack. He died that night. Morrie was called in to identify the body. He had flown to New York and went to theory. He was taken down, into the cold room



where the bodies were kept. Is this your father? the participant asked. Morrie looked at the body behind the glass, the man's body that had told him and hub him and taught him to work, quiet when They wanted him to speak, telling Morrie to value his mother's memories when he wanted to share them with the world. He then noded and
walked away. The Earth in the room, he would later say, sucked all other functions out of him. He didn't cry until days later. Still, his father's death helped prepare Morrie alone. This was very ringing: there would be plenty of keeping and kissing, talking and laughing, laughing and nogood-beer left unsaid, all the things he missed with his
father and mother. When the final moment came, Morri wanted those who loved him around him, knowing what was happening. No one would get a phone call, or a telegram, orhave the view of a glass window in some ice basement with aliens. To the South There is a tribe called Desana, who sees the mormon as a amount of fixed
energy that flows between animals. Therefore, every birth therefore engages a death, and all death brings another birth. Thisway, the energy of the world remains complete. When they hunt for food, Desana knows that the animals they slay will leave the holes in the spiritual well. But this hole will be filled and believed, by the soul Desana
cast out when they die. There were no people drinking, there would be birds or fish that they were born. I love this idea. Morrie loves it, too. Closer to the good-beer hegets, the more it seems it feels we're all animals at the same point. What we take, we must fulfill. It's only fair,' he said. Tuesday's tenth Talk about my marriage brought a
visitor to meet Morrie. My wife. He asked me since the first day that I came. When I meet Janine? When do you carry it? I'd always had excuses until a few days earlier, when I called her house to see how she was doing. It took a while for Morrie to receive the decision. And when he did, I could have somebody holding him in his ear. He
couldn't lift a phone byhim phone. Hiiiii, he gasped. You do okay, Coach? I heard him tired. Mitch... your coach... it is not like a great day ... His sleeping time got worse. He needed oxygen almost at night now, and his cough spell was getting scared. A cough could last an hour, and he never knew if he would be able to stop. He always
said he would die when people got his lungs. I dipped when I thought how close death was. I'll see you on Tuesday,' I said. You're going to have a day better then. Mitch. Yes? Is your wife with you? He sat next to me. Put it on. I want to hear his voice. Now I'm married to a blessed woman with far more intuitive kindness than Emirates.
Although he never met Morrie, he took the phone—I would have shaking my head and saying, I'm not there! I'm not here! - and within a minute, she connected with my old teacher as if they'd been known to each other since college. Isensed this, though all I've heard about my end was Uh-huh... Mitch told me ... oh, tell you... As he
embraced, he said: I will come next journey. And that was that. Now we have been saved in his office, his enthusiasm of his reclining. Morrie, by his own head, was a tremorful leakage, and while he often stopped for coughing, or auto use the commodity, it seemed he had found new energy reserves with Janine in the room. He looked at
photos of our wedding, that Janine was bringing together. You from Detroit? Morrie said. Yes, Janine said. I've taught in Detroit for a year, to their fortunes of late. I remember a funny storyabout that. He stopped lying his nose. When she was fuble with the tissue, I made her put her up and feeble in her. she lightly against her nostrils, and
falls, like a mother in a child in a car seat. Thank you, Mitch. She looked Janine. That's me helping me, this one is. January smiled. Anyhow. My story. There were a bunch of sociologists at the university, acquining uses to play poker and other staff members, including this guy who had surgeons. One night after the game, he said, 'Morrie,
I want to come see you work. I said fine. So he came to one of my classes and watched me teaching me. After the class passed, he said: 'All right, now, how would you like to see work? I have late night surgery. I wanted to return the favor, so I was diocese. He brought me to the hospital. He said: 'Scrub down, put on a mask, and meet a
governor. And next thing I knew, I was right next to him in the surgery. There was this woman, the patient, on the table, naked from the waistdown. And he took a knife and took zip—just like that! good... Morrie lifted a finger and took it around. ... I started going like this. I'm about to degree. All the blood. Yes. My next nurse said, 'What is
there, Doctor?' and I said, 'I don't know a doctor! Looking for me out of here!' We were laughing, and Morri was laughing, too, as hard as he could, with his limitations. It was the first time in weeks that I could remind him to tell a story likethis. In that strange way, I thought it almost fell once from watching someone else's illness, and now, he
was so unable to enduring his own mind. Connie punched on the door and said Morrie's lunch was ready. It wasn't the carrot soup with vegetable cakes and Greek pasta I carried what came from bread and sugar. Although I tried to buy the sweeter meals, they were still beyond limited morrie's strength to grind and swallow. Hewas eats
mostly liquid liquid supplement, and possibly a muffin mark tosed in untilit soil muscles and easily digested. Charlotte would sooner almost everything to blend right now. He was caught eating through a husk. I still bought weekly warded in with bags to show her, but she was more for the look on her face than extinction other things. When
I opened the frijent, I'd see a curator overflowing. I guess I hoped that one day we would go back to eating a real meal together and I could look the way that exploited in which she spoke while running, the food was leaking without issue I shouted out of her mouth. This was a sort of hope. for sure... Janine, Morrie said. He smiled. You are
beautiful. Give me your hand. He did. Mitch says that you're a professional singer. Yes, Janine said. He tells you great. Oh, he laughs. No. He just says that. Morrie has raised his own soul. Are you singing something for me? Now I've heard people ask this Janine for almost as long as I've accomplished her. When people get you to sing
for a living, always said, Singsometh to us. us. roughly her talent, and a perfectionist on condition, Janine never did. It would be politally denied. Which is what I hope now. Which is when he started singing: Thinking of many of you and I forgot to do the little ordinary things that everyone must do... It was a standard 1930s, written by Ray
Noble, and her singer Janine gently, looking straight at Morrie. I was shocked, once again, of his ability to dramotion from people who otherwise kept it close away. Morrie closed his eyes to absorb the notes. As my wife's voice filled the room, a puberty appeared on her face. And while his body was stiff as a sabag, you couldalmos see
him dancing inside him. I see your face in every flower, your eyes at the upper star, it's just the thought of you, the very thought of you, my love... When it was finished, Morri opened his eyes and tears down his cheek. In all the years I listened to my wife's song, I never heard her say this time. Almost everyone I knew had a problem with it.
Some had trouble getting into it, some had trouble getting out. My generation seemed to fight with the commitment, as if it were an alligator in some murkyswamp. I've gotten used to going into marriage, congratulating the couple, and feeling only serious surprise when I saw the room a few years later sitting in restaurant with a younger
woman she was introduced as a friend. You know, I'm separated from that-and-so... he would say. Why do we have these problems? I asked Morrie about it. As I waited years before I proposed to Janine, I asked myself whether those of my age were careful than those who came before us, or simply more selfish? Well, I feel sorry for your
generation,'' Morrie said. In this culture, it is important to find a loving relationship with someone because a lot of the activity doesn't give you that. But poor children today, either they are too selfish taking part in a real love relationship, or they rush into marriage and then sismonths later, they get divorced. They don't know what they want
from a partner. They don't know who they are—so how can they know who they notice? He slew. Morrie has advised many unfortunate lovers in his years as the approfessor. It's sad, because someone you love is so important. You realize that, especially when you're at a time like me, when you're not doing so well. Friends are great, but
friends won't be here on a night when you're receptor and can't sleep with someone having to sit all night with you, comfort, trying to be helpful. Charlotte and Morrie, who met as students, were married forty years. I looked at them together now, when he would remind him of his medications, or income of his neck, or talk about one of their
sons. They worked as overturning, often needing no more than a silence to understand what other highways are thinking. Charlotte was a private person, different from Morrie, but I knew so much she respected her, because sometimes when we talked, she would say, Charlotte might be comfortable with me revealing that, and she would
end conversations. It was the only time Morrie had held nothing behind. I learned this a lot about marriage,' she said now. You get tested. Oufinde who you are, who the other person is, and how you accommodate ordon by. Is there some kind of rule to know if a marriage is going to work? Morrie smiled. Things are simple, Mitch. i know.
He said: Still, there are some rules I know are true about love and regulation: If you do not respect the other person, you will have a lot of problems. If you don't know how to compromise, you'll have a lot of introduction. If you can't talk openly about what goes on between you, you're gonnahave a lot of trouble. And if you don't have a
common set of values in life, you'll have a lot of problems. Your values must be similar. And one of the greatest of these values, Mitch? Yes? Your belief in the importance of your marriage. She was stranded, and then closed her eyes for a while. Personally, she sighed, her eyes were always close: I think marriage is a very important thing
to do, and you're missing a hell of a hell if you don't try it. He ended the subject by citing the poem, believed in such a prayer: love or perish. Well, question, I tell Morrie. Her early fingers hold glasses across her fly, which rises and falls with each breath of work. What's the question? he said. Remember the Book of Job? From the Bible?
Right. Job is a good man, but God has put him to death. To test his faith, I remember. Take everything she has, her house, her money, her family... His health. Makes him sick. To test his faith. Right. To test his faith. So I ask... What are you asking? What do you think about it? Morrie coucks a lot. His hands are like he has let them beside
him. I think, he said, 'Smile, God overcome it. On the eleventh Tuesday Talk about our culture hit him more difficult. I fell back to Morrie. Harder. I had stoned him again. Near his shoulder... now down. Morrie, dressed in under pajama, lay in her bed, her head flushagainst the pillow, her mouth open. Physical therapist showed me how to
bang poisonous gneiss in his lungs—that he needed to do regularly, to meet him by solidifying, breathing. always know ... you wanted... knock me up ... Morrie gasped. yea, I have sprawled while I have violated my point against the alabaster skin in his back. This is for what B you gave me sophomore years! Whack it! We all laugh, a
nervous laugh that comes when the devil is withineshot. he would The beautiful, little scene, was it not what we all knew it was, the final ballistics before death. Morrie's illness was now dangerously close to the place bearing itself, its lungs. He was predicting he would die from searching, and I couldn't imagine a more terrible way to go.
Sometimes she would shy away her eyes and try to draw the air up her mouth and nose, and assemble her as if she was trying to lift an anchor. Outside, it was weathered, early October, leaves clamps of masses on the gasoline around West Newton. Morrie's physical therapist came earlier in the day, and I usually apologize to myself
when nurses or specialists hurled his business. But as the weeks spent and our time running down, I was increasingly conscious about the physical embarrassment. I wanted to be there. Iwanted are observing everything. This was not like me, but then, nor was something many that happened these last months at Morrie's house. So I
watched the therapist work on Morrie in the bed, draining the back of the ribbon, wondering if he could feel the congestion loosened in him. But when they took a break, he asked if I wanted to try it out. I said yes. Morrie, his face on the pillow, gave a little smile. He said not too hard, he said. I'm an old person. I was rumored about his back
and sides, moving around, as he was instructed. I hate the idea of lying morrie's in bed under any circumstance (his last ahorism,When you're in bed, you're dead, run into my ear), and healed on his side, he was so small, so fortunate, it was more a body than a man's. I saw her body skin phone, white hair in white, the way her whites
were hanging blankets and altars. I thought about how much time we spend trying to shape our bodies, lifting weights, crushing sit-ups, and in the end, nature takes it away from usanyhow. Beneath my finger, I felt meat that relaxed around Morrie's bones, and Ithumped it hard, as instructed. The truth is, I poured on his back when Iwanted
must hit the walls. Mitch? Morrie gasped, his voice jumping as a jack-hammer hammer as I poured onhim. Ouh-huh? When... I... give you... a B? Morrie believed in people's good wealth. But he saw what they became. People are only meant when they're threatened, he said later that day, andthat to what our culture does. That's what our
economy does. Even those with jobs in our economy are threatened, because they are worried about losing them. But when you get threatened, you start looking out only for yourself. You start money a God. It is all part of that culture. It was exalted. That's why I don't buy into it. I nodded at him and weighed his hand. We held hands
regularly now. That's awkward another change for me. The previous things that were made membarrased or schucked were now roulina touches. Sack katheter, which is connected to the indoor tube and filled with liquid green waste, lying by myfoot near her seat leg. A few months earlier, it might disgust me;it was inconsecutive now. So
was the smell of the room after Morrie used coma. He didn't have the luxury of moving from place to place, closing a toilet door behind it, spraying some freshness when he left. Had his bed, had his chair, and that was his life. If my life was maintained in a meekness so I doubt I could have made it smell any better. Here's what I meant in
building your own subculture, Morrie said. Idon doesn't mean you don't respect every rule in your community. I'm not around, for instance. I don't run through red light. Little things, I can obey. Here are these great things—how we think, what we value—those we must choose. You cannot leave anyone—or any society—determine these for
you. Take my condition. The thing I suppose is embarrassed now----Not be able to walk, not wipe my ass, and desire to cry—nothing falls embarrassing or shamingabout. It's the same for women not thinking enough, or men haven't been richenough. That's just what our culture would have you believe. Don't believe that. I asked Morrie
why he didn't move somewhere else when he was younger. where is? I don't know. South America. News Guinea. Some don't as asAmerica selfish. Every society has its own problems, Morrie said, lifting up his eyes, the person he could come to a little. The way to do it, I think, is not running away. You have to work in creating your own
culture. Look, wherever you live, the defeat of our larger humans has isour shortsightedness. We don't see what we might be. We should seek trumpet potential, stretch ourselves in everything we can become. And if you are enthusiastic by those who say 'I want me now,' you end up with a few people and a military keep them poor from
riding and falcim. Morrie looked over my shoulder in the window so far. Sometimes you might heara pass trucks or a whip in the wind. He gazeed for a while in his neighbors' houses, and continued. The problem, Mitch, is that we don't believe we're as much the same as we are. White and black, Catholic and Protestant, men and women.
If we have seen each one like us, we may seem too easy to enter a great world of human family inthis, and care for our family about how we care for ours. But believe me, when you will lose, you see it is true. We all have the same beginning—birth—and we all have the same end—death. So how different can I do? Invest in the human
family. Invest in person. Build a little community you love and who loves you. She was pressing my gentle hand. I press back harder. And just like that where you hang a hammer and see the disk lifting the pole, I was ablealmost to see my body warmly lifting Morrie's chest and neck in his cheek and in his eyes. He smiled. In the beginning
of life, when we are babies, we need others to survive, right? And at the end of life, when you come to love me, you need others to survive, right? His voice fell from a whip. But here's the secret: In between, we need help as well. That afternoon, Connie and I went into the room to watch the O.J. Simpson verdict. It was a ten-scenes scene
as the school principals all turned up to face the crash, Simpson, in his blue suit, who was enthusiastized by his small army of lawyers, the herosects who wanted behind him behind bars just a few feet away. When the Holy Ghost reads the verdict—Not guilty—Connie cries. Oh my God! We watched while Simpson embraced his lawyers.
We listened as the comments explained what it means. We saw the black crowd celebrating in the streets outside the courthouse, with the white crowd sitting inside stunning restaurants. The decision has hail as moments, though where killing people every day. Konnie comes out of the room. He saw enough. I heard the door to Morrie's
study closed. I star in the television series. Everybody in the world watching this thing, I said to myself. Then, from the other room, I heard Morrie's suffering discouraged from the chair and smiled. As the Trial of the Century reaches its dramatic conclusion, my old teacher sat on the toilet. It is 1979, a basketball game in Brandeis's
gymnastics. The team is doing well, and the student section starts a chant, we're number one! We're number one! Morrie sits nearby. It will be destroyed by the boat. At one point, in the middle of our let's number one! he got up and yesterday, What's wrong with being numbertwor? Students watched it. They stop chatting. He sits, he
smiles damaged. Audiovisual, the crew's three night team party is back for its third and final visit. The whole thing in the thing was different now. Less like an interview, more like a sadfarewell. Ted Koppel called several times before he came, and amended Morrie: Do you think you can handle it? Morrie wasn't sure he could. I'm tired all
the time now, Ted. And I'll take a lot. If I can't say something, will you tell him for me? Koppel said sure. Then the ink normally stoic added this: If you don't want to do it, Morrie, it's okay. I'm going to get up and say good-beer anyhow. Later Morrie would mistreat him and say: I will come unto him. And it was. Koppel now refers to himself to
Morri as a friend. My old teacher had evencoaxed empathy from the television business. For the interview, which took place on a Friday afternoon, Morrie wore the same shirt he'd had on the day before. He changes shirts only the other day artists point to, and it wasn't the other day, so why break routines? Unlike the two former two
sessions of Koppel–Schwartz, this one was the conduct of Morrie's study, where Morrie became a prisoner on his chair. Koppel, who kissed my old teacher when he saw his first, now had to puzzle together the book in order to be seen in the camera glasses. Before they started, Koppel was asked about the progression of the disease.
How is Badi him, Morrie? Morrie has weakened up a hand, half up his suitcase. This was as far as capable. Koppel responded to it. The camera rolled, the third and the last interview. Koppel asked if Morrie was afraid now that death was near. Morrie said no; to tell the truth, it was less thanafraid. She said she has let go of some of the
outside world, by having then awspaper her as much, not paying as much attention to mail, rather it's more in music and watching the sheet color shift from away from her. Had others suffered from ALS, Morrie knew, some of them were women, such as Stephen Hawking, the brilliant physicist and author of A BriefFistory in Time. He lived
with a hole in his throat, he spoke via a computer, typing words by blinking his eyes as a detector collecting emotions. This was admirable, but it wasn't the way Morrie wanted to live. He told DiKopel he knew when it would be time to say good-beer. For me, Ted, living means I can respond to the other person. That means Ican showed my
emotions and my feelings. Talk to them. Feel the ... It was exalted. Then went, Morrie went. They talked like friends. As he did in the previous two interviews, Koppelask spoke of this old ass test —hopefully, perhaps, for a condominium answer. But Morrie was too tired even to be grin. And he was churning his head. When I sit on the
accommodating, I can't sit right. I list all the time, so they have to keep me up. When I do they have to spread me. That is how far it's gotten. He told Koppel he wanted to die with serenity. He shared his last covenant: Don't leave too early, but don't hang on too long. Koppel noded and painful. Only six months were passed between
Nightline's first show with this one, but Morrie Schwartz was clearly a break. It was discovered before a national television audience, a minister in a death. But as his body hates, his character's syrup is even more bright. Toward the end of the interview, the camera pulled in on Morrie—Koppe still wasn't even in the picture, only the voice
heard from outside of him—and theanchor wondered if my old teacher meant millions of people he had touched. Although he didn't mean it this way, I couldn't help thinking of a man convicted that they asked for his final words. Empathy, Morri was chuichui. And take responsibility for each other. we only learned these lessons, this world
would be better. He took a breath, and added his mantra: Love One Another or Die. The interview ended. But for some reason, the cameraman left the filmrolling, with one final scene caught on tape. ''You did a good job,'' Koppel said. Morrie smiled a lot. I gave you what I had, it was bowing. You always do. Ted, this disease is striking in
my mind. But he won't get my mind. It heals my body. It won't get my mind. Koppel was near tears. You do well. You think that? Morrie rolled his eyes toward the ceiling. I'll haggle it up there now. I wonder, 'Do I find them to be one of the angels of God? It was the first time Morrie admits talking to God.Twelfth Tuesday to talk about
forgiveness forgiveness yourself before you die. Then forgive others. This was a few days after the night interview. The sky was raining and lying down, and Morrie was under a linen. I was up at the end of his chair, holding foot to the ground. They were called with cursings, and his fingernails were yellow. I had small jars of perfume, and I
weighed some of my hands and started ankle massage. It was another thing that I had been watching his aides for months, and now in an attempt to do what I could do, I volunteered to do it the same. The disease left Morrie without the ability to play his toe, but the reteving still feels pain, and massages helped alleviate him. Also, of
course, Morrie loves partying and earning. And at that point, anything I could do to make it unfortunate, I'd be going to do. Mitch, he said, returned to the topic of pardon. There is no point of vengeance waking up or hardening. These things—he sorry—those things are Iso sorry in my life. Proudly. Vanity. Why do we do the things we do?
The importance of forgiveness was my question. I've seen these movies where the family patriarch is on his death bed and he calls for his rage sons that he can make peace before he goes. I asked myself if Morrie had any of his heart, a sudden need to say I'm sorry before he died? Morrie nodded. Do you see this sculpture? He spoke
his head in front of a scholarship that went up above a shelf against walls far away from his desk. I've never really noted it before. Thrown in brass, he faced a man in his fortunes early on, carrying a neck, a lot of hair falling across his forehead. This is me, Morrie said. A friend of my sculpted who maybe thirty years. His name was
Norman. We spent a lot of time together. We went swimming. We took the ride to New York. He had me on his home inCambridge, and he sculpted this bud in me in his basement. It took several weeks to do it, but he really wanted to get it right. I studied the figure. How weird to see a Morrie, so healthy, so young, watched over us as we
spoke. Even in copper, he had a chemical, and I thought this friend had excused a little spirit too. Well, here's the sad part of the story, Morrie said. Norman and his wife far from Chicago. Shortly after, my wife, Charlotte, had to have serious surgery. Norman and his wife have never joined in touch with us. i know that. Chalotte and I were
very hurt because they never called toe how well it was. So we fell off the relationship. Over the years, I met Norman a few times and he always tried to reconcile, but I didn't accept it. I was not satisfied with his explanation. I was proudly. Iriged it off. His voice broke. Mitch... a few years ago... he dies of cancer. I feel sad. I never seemed.
I've never received forgiveness. It's my pain now a lot... And crying out again, he gave a loud cry, and because his head was back, his head was rolling around his face before they came to his mouth. Sorry, I said. He said: Do not this, it has bowed. The mouth waters are okay. I continue to rub perfumes in her ruins. He cried for a few
minutes, alone and his memories. It's not just other people we need to forgive, Mitch, he finally whispered. We also need to forgive ourselves. Ourselves? Yes. For all the things we did not do. Everything we should do. Youcan doesn't get stuck on their regret of what should have happened. It doesn't help when you arrive where I'm at. I
always wish I had done more with my work; I wish I had written more books. I would beat myself up about it. Now I see that has never been done any good. Paypal. You need to make peace with yourself and everyone around you. I leaned over and tibed into tears in tears and a tissue. Morrie has cops his eyes and closed. His breath was
like a light shining light. Forgive yourself. Forgive others. Don't wait, Mitch. Not everyone gets the term I'm getting. Not everyone is like lucky. I have invaded the tissue in the wilderness and I returned to his feet. Chance? I was weighing my high inch of flesh telling him, he didn't even feel it. The opposite tension, Mitch. Remember that?
Things pulled at differentiation? i remember. I discourage my degeneric time, but I darling the chance it gives me to do the right things. We went up there for a while, quietly, as the rain rattled off against the windows. The ibiskus plant behind his head was still holding, Tiny Farms co. Mitch, Morri whispered. Ouh-huh? I rolled his toe
between my fingers, lost in the job. Look at me. I looked and saw the most intense look in her eyes. I don't know why you turned to me. But I mean this ... He was stuck, and his voice broke. If I could have another son, I would have loved you. I fell aslept at the knees of the body to death foot between my fingers. For a moment, I felt
scared, as if accepting his words would somehow betray myown's father. But when I watched, I saw Morrie smile in tears and Iknew had no betrayal at a time like this. All I was afraid of said good-beer. I chose a place to be buried. where is it located? Not far here. And on a hill, under a tree, take a waste. Veryserene. A good place to
think. Do you plan on thinking there? I plan on dying there. He chuckles. I chuckle. Will you visit? Visit? Just come and talk. Make it a Tuesday. You still come in Tuesday. We're people Tuesday. Right. Tuesday people. Come to talk, then? It grows so weak. He said: Look at me, he said. I am looking. You're going to come to my grave? To
tell me your problems? My problems? Yes. And you're going to give me an answer? I'll give you what I can. Not always? I pictured his grave, on the mountain, I had overloaded a little nine feet of earth where it will be covered with earth-covering, and put a stone on top. Maybe in a few weeks? Maybe in a few days? I see myself sitting
there alone, arms across my knees, stars in space. It won't be the same thing, I say, haven't been able to hear you talk. Ah, speaking... He closed his eyes and smile. Tell you that. After I die, you talk. And I'll listen.
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